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ship.   The lift-boys in their white uniforms suggest tap-dancers in
a revue; the stewardesses have the rectitude of hospital nurses.
Leaving Cherbourg, we meet the Queen Mary coming in.
She left Southampton two hours after us, but is faster by three
knots. I ought to be able to calculate when she will catch us
up, but even at school could never do this kind of sum. And
now I have not the vaguest idea how to employ the time. I
have put on an Elia-like quality of superannuation. I am Retired
Leisure. I am to be met with on trim decks. I grow into
gentility perceptibly. I am like a dog which, having been on a
leash for years, is suddenly liberated and has forgotten how to
frisk.
April 29 It is just untrue that on the first night out one
Thursday. doesn't dress for dinner. Nearly everybody
dressed last night, including Schmeling, elegant
as a prize-fighter can be who really wins prize-fights. Hand-
some is as handsome does is truer in the boxing-ring than any-
where else. George Bishop, who is persona grata with everybody
at sight, would by this time have made Schmeling promise to
attend the Malvern Festival. If I get introduced to him I shan't
bore him with questions about Braddock and Joe Louis. I
shall ask him about Salzburg, and tell him as much as I can
remember of Ernest Newman's views on Glyndebourne.
Lunch-time.   No sign of the Queen Mary.
How these Germans eat! A man at the next table break-
fasted off grape-fruit, haddock, a dish which the menu described
as " Saute'd chicken liver in claret with mushrooms," and fresh
strawberries. At eleven o'clock they bring round soup and
rich-looking delicatessen, after which you are supposed to be
ready for lunch at twelve-thirty. At two o'clock they begin
again with coffee and cakes, tea at four, and the rest of the day
is a thick-coining procession of kickshaws, with, at seven o'clock,
an eight-course dinner to relieve the monotony.
Just received a radio-telegram from Sam Eckman, the London
head of Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer. " Hope Neptune will be as
kind to you as you will be to us." That's just it. I have always